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I The disappointed lover ; 
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Upi in the morning, 
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_ THE DISAPPOIN TED LOVER: 


As Autumn gun had sunk full low, | eae pan 
‘Behind. Benlomond bill, he ek a Se 
And 4rdoch brown ceme rowing down is 
Wi? speed, might en'dia mill, > £ o 
‘That night met two. tesoived: to wo7, 
Upon a bank go. green, = Meet ag eee 2 
And watch tte two f thea did doy o he mee 
Behind a bush enseen, iin oe A 
He schale’ her vow, on 1 the pers knewey 
That night to bt, him i int oa: 
And by a’ gude he swore he would ie 
‘Mak neither noise nor dia eee 
“Me kiss'd the lass then on the grass, 
And praisd her: bonry een ; abe: 
~ But aft she szid 1 am afraid © x 


This night hae will beseea, 


Toei egg ee 


ape kiss this maid i in sont own el, cae 


dl vali lage clock it it now had strech ~ el : 
the hour: myont the. ten, 00. ge 
Men i her smock, she did unlock, fae 
| The deor and tet me! SUB, aera rr a Ve aie aah 
\ Atte low aia heark hae 
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| a oh ere doth reign, en, 8 Re 
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et Stirling Will waa. for the mill, of oe ie Ss a 
Bis horn he did blaw; EER ies oo 
Baipas one e kiss more she aslo before _ peek oe. 
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She theught it was her cwa true love | 
“That ske had all the while; : 
Bat him she lost, but ne’er sewwpeck’d, 
That I did her beguile. 


UP IN THE MORNING. 


@auld blaws the wiad fiae north to south, | 
And drift is driving sa'rly ; ai, 
The sheep are couring in tlis heuga. Ag 

-O sits, it's winter faidly : 


‘Now up in the morning’s no fo? me, 


Up in the moraing’s ne for me, 


Vd rather gang supperless to my bed, 


Than rise in the mores eariy. 


ef Lond roats tae b! ast amang the blast, i 


_ The banches tirling barely, 
Amstg the chimley taps it thuds, 
And f ost is nipping gairly. , | 


_ Mow up i the morning’s ne for wie, sak 


Up in the morain, veatly, peu ; 


aoe Te sit a’ aight Vd rather agree, 


| Then rise is the mores, carlye oe 
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@ sun ‘peeps o'er the souihlan hill, 

i} Like ony timerous cartie, 

jt blinks a wee, thin sinke again, 

(And that we find severely. Fe as Vi 
bw up in the moraing’ 8 no for me, 

Up in the morning early, | 
jhev snaw b'aws i iato the chimley taps, 

| rhad rise in \ the morning eaily. Ue ie 


Bi ntiss lilt on hedge cr eae 
Poor things they suffor s. ily, 
Jeauldrife quarters all the ot 
A day they fezd but sparcly. 
Ag in the morning’s re fer 1 me, 
ip in the. morning early ; ie 
| fae can be waur in wister ti ne, 
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ey Shae ee canty wife, | 

Keeps sy2, p body | cheerly ; oes te 
pantry stow'd wi meal an ment 
answe 3 unco rarely, 
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| Britons Ww, 
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18 of | ‘aterloo 5, 


‘ize your blood. my vet/ran boys s ee, 
Wsurpation’e yoke despive; pe 


avery fa’s and slavery 0 ote rays me 
oF Before. brave Britia play., Be si 
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Bee the haughty tyrant comes, 
Bee his darling warl. ke sums,” agp 


he ree ing's pedets an a 
ng black tha touring “sk ? 
turn and coward ‘fly ‘a 
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és ere mon ase mee 
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vd pare the pat Ge eae 
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Wher dressing Neture busks the vale, 
And sprink'es on her dews 
Hex boany silver mantle shines 
Out o’ the clearest hye; 
Ss neat and fair, wi spleacour rare; 
Sie dezzies a‘ our een; 
Yet fairer dre:s, che maun coofese, 
_ Aceras my bonny Jean. 


Hcw sweetly i in the summer's €’er, 
She ekip the gilded plein: ; 

While all the it\le watbling banda,: 
Sing weleome back egain, | 

Their tender nolve sends cheery joys 
Through a’ the hills etween; 

Tél ilka dale, ané flowry vale, - 1° 
Pay homage tomy Jean, 


